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From a Red Chinese prison, 


a Christmas message 


DEAR COMRADES 


By the time you read this, perhaps years will 
have elapsed, and I will have long since met my 
Maker. This letter is not meant to seem boastful 
for I truly have no reason to boast. Nor is it meant 
to pass as an imitation of the Epistles of St. Paul, 
for I am far from attaining the rank of that great 
Apostle to the Gentiles. Accept it, Christians, as 
but the testimony of another Christian — of China 
— who now feels the breath of the angel of death. 
Broken in body but not in spirit, I am but one in 
the throes of merciless persecution and hate. 

Blessed with the gift of Faith from infancy] 
cannot but trust that God will use my sufferings 
well. Despite the agony inflicted by the Com 
munist slaves of Satan — yes, many of them my 
own countryment — I say, “Bless them Lord and 
let them some day know the error of their way.” 

If it be the will of God that I suffer, then % 
be it. And to my beloved wife and infant daugh 
ter and son, and friends that secretly grieve for me, 
I write: “Do not weep, but rather be glad, for a 
least now I can show my love for Christ. Be joy: 
ful and every night sing a hymn that I may have 
strength to continue to resist the compromise the 
Communists seek to force me to voice with my 
own tongue.” 

A mountain of gold and a proud government 
official position have been offered me for a PRICE 
— the speaking of shameful lies that the Com 


munists would have me mouth. NO, I will not, 9 
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help me God, say that the missionary was exploit- 
ing our people as did many other white foreigners. 
And Heaven will testify that I had no love for the 
white “foreign devils” who came from all corners 
of the West to China to ring sweat from our people 
for their gains. This foreigner was different. He 
gave and did not take. The Communists make the 
accusations that this missionary starved orphans, 
discriminated in his services to the sick and dying 
and actually gave injections to make some die 
sooner. There are other accusations too foul to 
write on paper. These charges are not only false 
— they are disgusting — at times laughable! 

I have been tempted to agree to these charges 
“for my own good.” If I did agree it might be 
“for my own good”; but that agreement would not 
make the charges true. 

But it is a challenge of another kind to know 
that the determination of even one man to adhere 
to the truth is a major defeat to the entire world 
force of Satanic Communism. God grant that I 
may not be proud in knowing this great secret for 
I stumbled on it just by chance. I first learned of 
their great fear of the truth when the Communists 
Victoriously rode into our village and attempted 
to take over the church compound. They cloaked 
their action with a slogan, “In the Name of the 
People.” I caught them on that one, answering 
back, “The church and its buildings already belong 
tothe people.” The Reds at that time were not as 
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strong as they are now and retreated. But they 
returned and with their evil persistence succeeded 
in taking over the church buildings and forced the 
missionary out of our village. 

Four years have passed since he was “exiled 
forever from China” and his Christian flock have 
taken up the Cross which he was forced to leave 
behind. Four years in prison have been a portion 
of that Cross which I have shouldered. But I know 
that these four years in chains would have been 
impossible to endure were it not for the torrent of 
prayer the missionary has sent to Heaven for our 
enslaved village. 


The Communists may exile the missionary him- 
self but the blessings wrung from his prayers they 
cannot control. 

It will seem strange at first that this message 
reaches you through the help of one in the Com- 
munist military ranks, but he has secretly become 


a Christian. And it delights me that this last testi- 
monial should reach you through one who has re- 
cently been reborn in Christ. He is symbolic of 
the spiritual rebirth I seek for all my countrymen. 

It is Christmastime and Christians throughout 
the globe are thinking of the giving of gifts. I 
cannot help but think of the gift I must give — 
myself — for the love of the Infant Savior. 
Christians, I beg of you—gifts of prayers: prayers 
for China, for the Christians of China. I ask these 
not so much for the lifting of the scourge which 
torments my countrymen as for their continued 
ability to bear the same for the honor and glory 
of God. 

Peace be to all men of good will and to you, 
dear wife and children. May God provide for 
your needs till we meet again. 

6 





Throughout Advent they rehearsed, 


Christmas Eve arrived 


AND THE ANGELS SANG 


by D. Rossi, PIME 


AND... the Advent season rolls 


around each year, I am invari- 
ably reminded of my Ethiopian 
angels and their vocal prepara- 
tions which made one Christmas 
Midnight Mass so memorable 
years ago. The glory of their 
song still rings in my ears. They 
sang the Gregorian Chant such 
as I have never heard it sung 
before or since. 

In the daily routine about our 
boarding school quarters at 
Dilla, these Ethiopian lads were 
not unlike other boys their age. 
They fulfilled their household 
and scholastic duties and in the 
process, played practical jokes, 
scrapped, and at times, even 
acted reasonably civil to one an- 
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other. But at night when we 


assembled for choral practice, 
the nonsense stopped and they 
became a squad of angels des- 


cended to earth. 

They loved singing, and all 
sang to the best of their ability, 
but the really good voices be- 
longed to Shuna (Son of the 
forest), Lalima (Born in the 
Moonshine), Buna (Coffee) and 
Charly. Sometimes our volun- 
teer eight-year-old cook, Buna, 
was a bit late because of some 
extra cleaning needed in the kit- 
chen. But we didn’t mind wait- 
ing for him. He had the voice 
of an archangel. 

Buna was short and chubby 
and we suspected that the extra 
weight he sported was due to his 
over enthusiasm in sampling his 
culinary wares. Why so much 
sampling should be necessary 
though was a question we could 
never answer. The stew he 
served was identical from day 
to day. 


Charly was another archangel 
who was sometimes late for re 
hearsals since his services as an 
interpreter were much in de- 
mand. Charly knew seven local 
languages and could be in. 
volved in a cattle exchange one 
moment and a basket sale the 
next. Most of the time, however, 
Charley knew when to stop busi- 
ness; was there bright-eyed and 
ready when the singing began. 

Throughout Advent the eve 
nings were devoted to mastering 
every cadence to be chanted at 
the Christmas Mass and when 
Christmas Eve arrived we were 
ready. I must admit that I was 
thrilled by the musical discipline 
they had achieved and was very 
optimistic for their performance. 

At 11:30 on Christmas Eve we 
set out for the mission chapel at 
the market village of Sidoamo. 
All the native dignitaries of the 
area were gathered there wait 
ing for our arrival. Presiding 
over all, strange to say, was the 
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great chief. Since the number 
of wives indicates the extent of 
a man’s wealth in Ethiopia, suf- 
fice it to say that he was very, 
very rich. I was relieved to 
learn beforehand that he had 
decided to leave them all at 
home and what is more import- 
ant, he had not taken offense at 
my request to do so. He was 
our benefactor and had done 
much to help me in maintaining 
the boarding school. In answer 
to ome appeal for help, he had 
sent a group of fifty men to clear 
the thick vegetation creeping up 
om our property and to plant 
com. This valuable assistance 
7 us with food for a long 


Anxious to get to Sidoamo 
quickly, our cortege of angels did 
not dally on the way to insist 

curious onlookers along the 
toadside should also come to 


the Midnight Mass. We invited 
to be sure, but we already 
had a large crowd following 
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when we started out. That was 
incentive enough for more to 
follow. 

Lalima led our procession with 
a kerosene lamp balanced on his 
head. Behind him walked a 
quartet of drummers. And be- 
hind these followed three more 
of the boys carrying a large pic- 
ture of the Nativity scene. I was 
last. 

Arriving at the mission chapel, 
I vested for Mass and the boys 
assembled in orderly fashion for 
their great performance. I ap- 
proached the altar steps and 
with the “Introibo” the boys be- 
gan their singing. It drew our 
guests into the true worship of 
God such as they had never ex- 
perienced before. Throughout 
the entire Mass they listened 
with rapt attention. 

At the conclusion, many of the 
non-Christian congregation ap- 
proached me and insisted that 
the boys’ singing had literally 
taken them up into paradise. I 
was happy as were the boys that 
they had been so instrumental 
in exciting interest in the rich- 
ness of our Faith. One old gen- 
tleman was so enthralled, he 
asked, “If I were a Christian and 
should die, would you have such 
singing as this at my funeral?” 
Needless to say, I answered yes 
and meant it. 

A more surprising result of the 
singing was that it prompted the 
Mass attendants to start a fund 
to buy a portable organ. It 
would afford a fine accompani- 
ment to the boys’ singing in fu- 
ture performances. When it ar- 
rived in the June following, my 
Ethiopian angels were ready to 
begin practice for the Midnight 
Mass still six months ahead. 
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There was another Christmas gift for . he am 


MANU, CATECHIST: bi 


SETTING OUT from mission 
headquarters of Rajibpur, with 
its rich sculptural ruins of In- 
dia’s ancient past, I was making 
the Christmas rounds of the vil- 
lages entrusted to my care. I 
still had several to go before 
reaching Batol, a Catholic com- 
munity of forty Santal families. 
But for some reason that God 
alone knew then, I was taken 
violently ill and my schedule 
was interrupted. 

I had to forego some of the 
stops on my list and was carried 
directly by bullock cart to Batol 
where I might rest more comfort- 
ably. Strangely enough, we had 
no sooner arrived at this oasis of 
Christianity after a rough five- 
hour journey than my ailment 
completely disappeared. 

Since this was the home of my 
old catechist, Manu, I hastened 
to visit him. I remembered him 
as a tall, bronzed patriarch of a 
man, with strength revealed in 
every feature of his face. I was 
shocked to find him now a mere 
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shadow of his former self. The 
majestic vitality which had once 
marked his zeal in bringing 
Christian truth to his Santal 
brethren had given way to quiet 
resignation and preparation for 
death. 

Manu had been the main pil- 
lar of Batol’s Catholic commun- 
ity and his example had won 
many to the Christian way of 
life. As a catechist, he was one 
of that loyal band of instructors 
who help missionaries in every 
land throughout the globe. 
Teaching the tenets of the Faith 
to those interested in Baptism 
and defending the same Faith 
against critics, the catechist as 
a native of the area, is able to 
contact groups of his own people 
which the missionary himself 
cannot easily reach. While he 
is generally paid for his serv- 
ices, the catechist’s value to the 
missionary rises above and be- 
yond the remuneration involved. 
And so it was with Manu. I! 
often regretted that I could not 
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pay him a salary to tully cover 
his family needs but the funds 
were just not there. 


However, dedicated  lay- 
Apostle that Manu was, he car- 
tied on. A hard working farmer 
in the daytime eking out a poor 
living on a four-acre plot of 
land; at night he would walk 
for miles to nearby villages to 
make known the message of 
Christ. And much later at night, 
the light of his kerosene lamp 
could be spotted in the distant 
darkness guiding his tired foot- 
steps homeward. 

But now Manu lay dying. In 
recognition of his work, my su- 
perior, Bishop J. B. Anselmo, 
PIME, had sent clothing and a 
blanket as Christmas gifts. To 
my surprise the venerable Manu 
telused to receive them right 
away. ‘Tomorrow,’ he insisted. 
And then he explained that since 
he was about to die, he wished 
to publicly hand over his land 
and young sons to me. It has 
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by H. Bellinato, PIME 


been an old time-honored Indian 
custom to leave one’s posses- 
sions and family in the care of 
a trusted friend and it was a re- 
sponsibility not lightly assumed. 

“Tomorrow” was Christmas 
Eve. In the presence of the San- 
tal Elders, the solemn exchange 
took place. The formality of the 
ceremony was lightened by 
Manu himself. Merrily he re- 
called some of the happy events 
in his long career as catechist. 
One had to do with the visit of 
the Apostolic Delegate to India, 
now Archbishop of Detroit, Mich- 
igan, Edward Cardinal Mooney. 

During his visit to the Batol 
mission area, the Apostolic Dele- 
gate travelled in native style on 
an elephant. Elephants can at 
times be capricious beasts and 
Manu laughed as he told how 
the one carrying his important 
passenger stopped midstream in 
one of the rivers and for one-half 
hour refused to budge. Even the 
gentle persuasions of the Ma- 
hout, or elephant boy, were of 
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no avail. All spectators, such 
as Manu himself, said they 
could only wait until the ele- 
phant felt completely refreshed 
and ready to resume his journey 
across the river. How natural 
for Manu to relive his past 
happy moments before taking 
his own journey to a “New 
Land.” 

Christmas day as I had just 
finished the last prayers of the 
day's mass, I was summoned to 
Manu’s bedside. annointed 
him with the oils of Extreme 
Unction and humbly realized 
that I was but the instrument 
used to bring this final Christ- 
mas gift to the Almighty’s faith- 
ful servant in time for his jour- 
ney to Heaven. An expression 
of peace shown on the old man’s 
face and within the hour he was 
dead. How happy I! was to be 
there to help Manu on his way 
to the New Life. 

I thanked God for bringing me 
to Batol at just his time. Death 
strikes so quickly in the Indian 
mission territories that it is sel- 
dom possible to bring the Sacra- 
ment of Extreme Unction in time. 
Obviously God Himself thought 
Manu truly worthy of the Sacra- 
ment’s reception because of his 
record of loyalty and service. 

Following Manu's wish, I took 
his sons to the Rajibpur orphan- 
age and there they grew in wis- 
dom and in age under the good 
care of our Fathers. The elder 
son has married and has become 
a farmer while his younger bro- 
ther continues his studies in 
school. Whatever their future 
may be, I am sure they will not 
forget their tall, bronzed patri- 
archal father. No will L 
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“Bis born and peace 


THERE'S A CERTAIN silent 


VBmagical quality about Chistmas 


Bnight. The excitement of the 
Bive of Christ's birth and the day 
7Bitself has subsided. The Savior 
reigns 
All the 
7@iamily have been to mass and 
Mreceived the Infant Christ into 
body and soul at the Midnight 
Mass or in the morning through 
Holy Communion. The festive 
meals are over and the gifts 
have been exchanged and en- 


WBihroughout the house. 


wooden 
journey 


three 
their 


7 At this time, 
Kings begin 
fough our house to the crib 
the Christ Child under the 


vitistmas tree. Guided by a 
star they will search for 

ve days and nights the new- 

m King of the Jews, just as 

three Magi searched more 

m two thousand years ago. 
neit pilgrimage each year is of 
al interest to our six children 
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and as the days pass before the 
great feast of the Epiphany, the™ 
youngsters watch with bated 
breath each move made in the 
long arduous journey. 

Travelling through many rooms 
of the house both upstairs and ~ 
downstairs, moving the figures” 
from place to place, become the 
privilege of one of the young 
sters with a record of especially 
good behavior during the day. © 

To sustain the children’s in- 
terest and our own in the twelve © 
days’ pilgrimage we read Van 
Dyke's legend of the fourth king” 
who through no fault of his own © 
was unable to join his rega 
bretheren in Bethlehem. Then 
too, there’s “Amahl and the 
Night Visitors,” the stirring’ 
opera by Carlo Mennoti, tellin 
the story of the three kings’ en 
counter with a lame shepherd” 
boy on their way to bring gifts | 
and tribute to theInfant Lord 
Through recent years, its pre 
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THERE'S A CERTAIN ssilent 
magical quality about Chistmas 
night. The excitement of the 
Eve of Christ’s birth and the day 
itself has subsided. The Savior 
is born and peace reigns 
throughout the house. Aj] the 
family have been to mass and 
received the Infant Christ into 
body and soul at the Midnight 
Mass or in the morning through 
Holy Communion. The festive 
meals are over and the gifts 
have been exchanged and en- 
joyed. 

At this time, three wooden 
kings begin their journey 
through our house to the crib 
of the Christ Child under the 
Christmas tree. Guided by a 
silver star they will search for 
twelve days and nights the new- 
born King of the Jews, just as 
the three Magi searched more 
than two thousand years ago. 
Their pilgrimage each year is of 
vital interest to our six children 
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sentation during the Christmas 
Season has become a television 
tradition and it now ranks with 
Dickens’ “Christmas Carol” in 
popularity. The story has been 
published in book form and 
pressed on records, but it is a 
special treat to watch and hear 
on TV. 

And so after much waiting 
and counting the days, at last 
the feast of the Epiphany has 
come and the wooden figures of 
three kings, a little weary I sus- 
pect from all the moving about, 
arrive at the threshold of the 
manger under the tree. When 
possible we make a little trip of 
our own to celebrate their ar- 
rival on January 6 th. Bundling 
the family into the car, we make 
the five mile drive over Ver- 
mont’s snowy and sometimes icy 
roads to our parish Church. The 
first view of the colorfully robed 
kings, camels, and servants at 
the Church creche does much for 
added appreciation of the men 
who travelled such a great dis- 
tance from their own countries 
to worship God — made — man 
in the Infant Jesus. 

The trip gives us all a good 
appetite and we make home for 
supper. The highlight of our 
Epiphany supper is the sponge 
cake especially prepared in the 
shape of a crown with colored 
gumdrops which become the 
glistening jewels on the tasty 
symbol of kingship. Cutting the 
cake into generous slices, the 
children anxiously wait to dis- 
cover whose portions contain the 
three buttons which have been 
baked into the cake. The lucky 
ones who receive the buttons are 
to be our three kings in our fam. 
ily pantomime of the kingly visit 
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to the Infant Savior. I recall one 
year when one young son, to 
young to walk but old enough to 
eat sponge cake, was the lucky 
winner of a button and possibly 
for the first time in history the 
role was played with one of the 
Magi being carried by another. 
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Prepared by stories of the differ- 
ent meaning of the kings’ visit 
(the manifestation of Christ the 
Savior as King of Gentiles) as 
compared with the visit of the 
shepherds (manifestation of 
Christ as the Messiah of the 
Jews), the pantomime begins. 
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All others of the family assume 
their roles as the Blessed Virgin, 
Saint Joseph, and the shepherds 

For several years we had a 
brand new baby to act the part 
of “Little Jesus,"’ but today our 
veteran troupers prefer a doll as 
being “better behaved’! By 
shielded candlelight and with a 
pinch of incense permeating the 
air, our kings wrapped in bed- 
spreads or bathrobes wend their 
solemn way to Jesus to present 
their gifts of gold, frankencense 
and myrh. 


The Epiphany festivity then 
closes with a short procession 
throughout the house with father 
blessing the rooms with holy 
water and this prayer: ‘Bless, 
O Lord, Almighty God, this 
place, that there may be in 
it health, purity, victorious 
strength, humility, love, pa- 
tience, obedience to God's lays, 
and thankfulness to God the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost. May this blessing re- 
main in this house and upon all 
those dwelling herein. Through 
Christ’ Our Lord, Amen.” 

Over the lintel of our front 
door he writes in colored chalk: 
19-B-C-M-57. This commemor- 
ates the visit of three kings, Cas- 
per, Balthassar and Melchior 
for the current year. As we 
come and go we are reminded 
of that visit. 

Thus it is that each year, 
whether we be alone or enjoy- 
ing the companionship of friends 
visiting with us, while the rest 
of the world is beginning to for- 
get Christmas, the real meaning 
of the coming of Christ to the 
world is working its way deeper 
into our hearts. 
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THE COPTS IN EGYPT 


(6... is fascinating. Trac- 


ing a family tree can actually 
be thrilling because of the sur- 
prises of history. But consider 
the rewarding experience of 
tracing an ancient family, the 
Copts, in the world’s largest and 
oldest institution, the Church. 
The roots of this ancient and 


gnarled tree lie in the primitive 
beginnings of mission history. 
The seed of the tree is Christ. 
When Our Saviour admonish- 
ed the disciples to go forth and 


preach the Gospel to all the 
earth, the Apostles dispersed to 
various corners of the Mediter- 
ranean world. Eventually, Saint 
Mark of Gospel fame reached 
Egypt, biblical land of the Ex- 
odus and the glories of the 
Pharoahs. Here his mission took 
root and the land was won for 
Christ. 

Alexandria had once been the 
seat of Hellenistic culture but it 
gradually became the stronghold 
of Christianity, achieving, in the 
fifth century, a distinction which 
rivalled Rome. It was in the 
catacombs of Alexandria that 
monasticism began and then 
spread into the Egyptian desert 
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with Saints Anthony and Pach. 
omius. Even today, one can 
glimpse the ruins of the world’s 
oldest monastery at Wadiel Nat. 
run on the desert road between 
Cairo and Alexandria. 

Mark spent two periods of his 
life preaching in Egypt. Between 
visits he accompanied Saint 
Peter to Rome where he subse 
quently wrote his Gospel. I 
was in 64 A.D. that Mark was 
set upon by a band of enraged 
Egyptians for having denounced 
their local god. At their hands 
he was cruelly tortured and 
killed. 

During the second century, the 
Church in Egypt began to hk 
known as the Coptic church, de- 
riving its name from the Greek 
word AIGYPTOS, meaning 
Egyptian. The persecution a 
early Christians which agonized 
the Church in Rome was nd 
spared the Copts. Successive 
waves of death and _ torture 
spread to Egypt notably under 
the Emperors Septimius Severus, 
Valerian and Diocletian. The 
struggle between the pagan 
Roman government and Chris 
tianity ended in 313 with the 
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Edict of Milan. Constantine had 
seen the flaming cross in the 


sky. 
The blood of martyrs had 
strengthened the zeal of the 


Copts and by the fourth century, 
Egypt was Christianized. Sadly 
enough, this period of an estab- 
lished religion was of short dur- 
ation. 

In the seventh century, the 
army of Mohammed swept over 
northern Africa, brandishing the 
crescent and the sword. In 641, 
Egypt was conquered. At first 
there were few converts to Is- 
lamism, but economic pressures, 
intermarriage and the historic 
Moslem treatment of dissenters 
draw greater numbers away 
from the ranks of the Copts. The 
story is a sad and bloody one. 
Moslemization of Egypt was 
complete by 832. The remaining 
strong-minded but economically 
tuined Christians receded to the 
obscure little mud-hut villages 
of the upper Nile. Modern Copts 
are descendants of these sur- 
vivors. 

We leave the political scene 
now and return to church his- 
tory. The records of the early 
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Custodians of the Faith given them 
by the Apostle Mark, they remain 


steadfast confessors in the 


Middle East's most troubled land. 





Coptic church are studded with 
great names, some heretics, some 
saints, but all are important: 
Eusibius, Clement of Alexandria, 
Origen, Athanasius, Arius, Cyril, 
Theophilus and Dionysius. How- 
ever, almost from the beginning, 
the Copts were tom by doctrinal 
crises. Each had its adherents 
and adversaries, its heroes and 
its villains. Gnosticism in the 
second century and Arianism in 
the fourth century preceded the 
Great Schism of 451 which re- 
volved about the doctrine of the 
nature of Christ. The Monophy- 
sites maintained that there were 
two natures in Christ before the 
Incarnation and only one after. 
The Church teachings which up- 
held the dual nature of Christ 
(God and man) prevailed. The 
Council of Chalcedon decided 
the issue and in due course ali- 
enated the larger segment of the 
Copts. To this day, therefore, 
those minority Egyptian Cath- 
olics still in communion with 
Rome are the descendants of the 
steadfast Copts untouched by 
both the Great Schism AND 
Islamism. 

Thus the Catholic Copts are 
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members of one of the various 
age-old Eustern churches which 
still recognizes the Papacy. They 
keep their historic rites and cere- 
monies while pealously guard- 
ing their equally historic prerog- 
atives among which is the office 
of their own Patriarchs. After 
forty years interruption, the Pat- 
riarchate of the Copts was re- 
established in 1947 with the 
election of His Beatitude Msgr. 
Amba Markos el Khouzam. 

His flock is still a minority 
among the 200,000 Catholics in 
Egypt which represents only 1% 
of the total population. The rest 
of the Catholics are divided 
ethnologically between the Euro- 
peans and the Eastern Catholics 
of neighboring countries. Egypt 
is the only country in the world 
where seven different liturgies 
assemble regularly for the cele- 
bration of Mass: Byzantine, 
Latin, Coptic, Armenian, Maro- 
nite, Syrian and Chaldean. 

The Copts still use three litur- 
gies composed in their Coptic 
language and dating from the 
Great Schism, e. g. those of 
Saints Cyril, Gregory of Nazian- 
zus and Basil. Portions of the 
liturgy are in Greek and Arabic, 
the latter becoming the lan- 
guage of the Egyptians after the 
Moslem conquest in 641. 


Interestingly enough, the Cop- 
tic language itself stems not 


only from the ancient Egyptian 
hieroglyphics but also from 
Greek sources. It gradually ac- 
quired a new alphabet and was 
the Egyptian vernacular when 
Christianity arrived. It is gener- 
ally presumed that early monas- 
tic communities devoted much 
of their time to translating 
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Church writings, including the 
Bible, into the Coptic language, 
What is the present-day status 
of the Copt in union with Rome? 
As mentioned above, he is q@ 
minority among minorities. He 
is one of some 50,000 among 
twenty millions. Unhappily, he 
is at the bottom of the social 
heap — despised by his Moslem 
neighbors and an outcast among” 
the Orthodox Copts. His too ig” 
the wretched plight of the Egyp.— 
tion fellah (peasant) — econom- 
ically poverty-stricken, physicals 7 
ly debilitated by the millenium.” 
old diseases of the Nile Valley 
and, alas! spiritually neglected, © 
Often his religion is reduced to ™ 
a rude cross scratched above the ~ 
door of his mud hut or tattooed 7 
on his wrist. A vestigial sym- 
bol, nothing more. 
There is great hope, however,” 
arising out of this picture of de” 
spair. A social revolution has” 
gained momentum in Egypt and 
in its stride is the work of am 


dedicated 
Ayrout, @ 
Jesuit ordained in the Copti¢ 


and 
Henri 


enthusiastic 
priest, Rev. 


rite. He heads the Catholic As” 
sociation for Egyptian schools 
which has founded over 128 
rural schools and over 300 
clinics in the mud villages of the 
Nile. His goal is more mission- 
aries, more churches, schools 
and clinics for his people. In 
1953, he toured the United 
States hoping to interest Am 
cans in mission work among th 
Copts. 

It is time now to complete the 
cycle: to bend the treetop to the 
roots, for now the world’s old 
Christians are in need of mis-™ 
sionary zeal fro, of all places, 
the world’s newest Christians. 
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By Colonel A. Maung Maung 


PART 2 


IN OUR LAST ISSUE—Colonel 
A. Maung Maung related his 
childhood experiences and 
early training as a Buddhist, 
os well as his involvement in 
Burmese government politics. 
Throughout his period of edu- 
tation and military service, he 
had been searching for exact 
spiritual truths which he felt 
were unanswered in his own 
Buddhist religion. 

He spoke, too, of his in- 
volvement in a number of riots 
which were staged in opposi- 
fion to British rule when they 
eccupied Burma. At this stage, 
| Maung had many 
about the merits of 
, but kept an open 



































mind in hope that he might 
find in it some of the spiritual 
peace he was seeking. 


Colonel Maung was cap- 
tured by the Karens after he 
had led a government force 
against them, and was sent to 
prison in February, 1949. While 
there, he was given literature 
to read by some of the Chris- 
tian Missionaries. As a con- 
sequence, he became curious 
about the Christian God, His 
lews, and commandments. He 
read the Bible avidly, and 
came, finally, to a better under- 
standing of the meaning of 
religion — more especially, the 
Catholic religion. 


Spiritual Awakening 
Though I was unaware of it, I 
was drawing steadily closer to 
the Christian doctrines. I was 
still very strictly observing the 
Buddhist precepts and spiritual 
exercises, but all during that 
time I was troubled that I made 
no spiritual progress. 

In my mind, I would argue 
long and bitterly that if, in these 
most painful circumstances and 
the undisturbed place of solitary 
confinement that had lasted 
more than ten months, I still had 
achieved no real spiritual prog- 
ress, then there was little I 
could hope for. 

Knowing how weak and prone 
to sin I was, I felt that there was 
little hope for my salvation; were 
I to turn some day back to my 
old ways of life in the world 
outside my prison, I would be 
back again, the same person I 
was. 

My anxiety for the future was 
even more disturbing, because 
of my Buddhist beliefs that even 
the most trifling faults were cap- 
able of creating tremendous suf- 
fering of unnumbered existences 
in the wheel of fate, which is 
called “Samsara.” 

These disquieting 


thoughts 
were with me always, for a man 
in solitary confinement has no 
choice but to commune with him- 
self for long hours each day. 
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At this time, my Cathe 
friend and fellow-prisoner, Maj 
C. B. Dawson, secured from f 
Karen authorities after mug 
pleading, permission for a w 
ly visit by a Catholic priest. — 

Through these visits by 
priest, we obtained a great d 
of reading matter that includ 
books of general interest—wh 
were circulated to all of 
through the kindness of the pr 
on wardens who looked after 

Major Dawson, aware of 
interest in Christianity and 
religious literature of any kim 
sent me these books regular 

At first, I read from curiosifi 
and to help pass the time a 
But later on, I became more ¢ 
more interested in books 
apologetics and of controve 
nature. 

The first Catholic books I reg 
were the “Life of the Little Floy 
er, St. Therese of the Child @ 
Jesus,’ and ‘The Savior,” a hat 
mony or synthesis of the Foy 
Gospels, translated by Msgr. 1 
Knox. 

I was greatly impressed 
the sacrifices and the deep 
cerity of St. Therese; but I 
even more absorbed by the s 
ple, direct and positive as 
tions of Msgr. Knox's book. 
annotations he had so thoug 
fully provided helped me ¢ 
siderably to understand the tr 
doctrine and the messianic 1 
sage of Our Lord. These 
previously been overshadow 
and obscured for me by 
grandeur of style and the pea 
liar expressions met with in 
King James version of the Bibl 

This reading led me to reflé 
even more deeply about the sd 
vation offered so freely and 
ily by Christ to all who wow 
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believe in Him, and undertake to 
observe the simple demands that 
He made. 

Yet, I was still far from con- 
yinced. It seemed to me that it 
was all too easy and too good 
to be true. And the book con- 
tained so little biographical de- 
tail about Our Lord, and was so 
devoid of historical evidence, 
that I can still recall how grave- 
ly disappointed I was. 

I had hoped that Msgr. Knox’s 
book would supply what I could 
not find in Holy Scripture. Be- 
sides, to one who previously de- 
lighted in the metaphysics of 
Buddhism, of Greek philosophy, 
or in the latter-day dialectics of 
Marxism, the Christian dogmas 
seemed to constitute too easy 
and simple a religion, with noth- 
ing really serious to offer in con- 
trast to the things of this world. 

And yet, its wonderful promise 
of salvation could not be ig- 
nored, even though I could not 
believe it to be possible. It was 
not until I spent a great deal 
more time in study and suffering 
that I was able to receive the 
gift of faith in the Divinity of 
Christ and in the truth of His 
doctrine. 

All the time, I was still dili- 
gently pursuing enlightenment 
and spiritual progress by regu- 
lar and intensive practice of 
Buddhist precepts, prayers, and 
exercises. 

False Witnesses 

With the growth of my inter- 
est in, and my knowledge of 
Christianity, I came, fin ally, to 
am understanding of the differ- 
ence between Catholicism and 
the numerous Protestant sects. 

The realization of this dissen- 
tion came as a great shock that 
led me, at first, to discredit 
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Christianity as a whole, and to 
become convinced that such sec- 
tarianism couid not be a sign of 
the true religion. 

I was all the more persuaded 
then, that Christianity was not a 
religion for an educated man. As 
a consequence, I kept up a con- 
troversial correspondence with 
my friend, Major Dawson — a 
difficult and risky procedure, as 
the latter was located in a block 
of cells on the opposite side of 
the prison. We had to rely on 
prison attendants to pass the 
notes back and fourth. 

The consequences of this could 
have been severe, since the 
authorities had forbidden all 
intercourse between prisoners, 
lest we might organize and try 
to escape. 

All writing material was pro- 
hibited so as to prevent any pos- 
sible communication with pro- 
government forces. 

Naturally enough, our minds 
were always occupied with 
plans for escape; and at this 
time, with the aid of some of the 
wardens and friends outside the 
prison, we were actively plan- 
ning another attempt. 

In his correspondence, Major 
Dawson staunchly affirmed his 
belief in the truth as set forth in 
Catholic doctrine. He managed 
to secure for me, more and more 
books on Catholic doctrine and 
devotions, among them: “The 
Confessions of St. Augustine,’ a 
book of apologetics by Bishop 
Sheen, and other works by 
American, Irish, Italian, and 
French Catholic writers. 

I also read the lives of St. Jean 
Marie Vianney, St. Margaret 
Mary, St. Bernadette Subirous, 
as well as brief accounts of the 
lives of St. Thomas Aquinas, St. 
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Francis of Assisi, and of the Ap- 
paritions at Lourdes and Fatima. 

I was greatly impressed with 
all this literature, and likewise, 
the accounts of miracles at 
Lourdes and Fatima, supported 
as they were by such convincing 
evidence. 

I felt that all of these state- 
ments and assertions on religious 
doctrine by learned men, emi- 
nent scientists, and great Saints, 
could not be dismissed lightly. 

As I weighed the evidence in 
favor of Christianity, I also 
found myself more and more in 
agreement with the claims of the 
Catholic Church, as distinct 
from the many Protestant sects. 
This seemed quite natural, in 
view of the fact that I was read- 
ing mostly Catholic literature; 
but I was also influenced by the 
peculiar circumstances in which 
I found myself at the time, and 
by my earliest acquaintance 
with the Protestant Churches. 

Under the British yoke of Im- 
perialism, the Anglican Church 
had always enjoyed a most fav- 
ored position. And I had come 
to regard their presence and 
ministry in Burma as only an 
attempt in the name of religion, 
to justify the foreign rule. 

Besides, during the early suc- 
cess of the Karen revolt, I had 
seen Protestant missionaries 
freely associating with the reb- 
els, and rejoicing in their vic 
tories; and I had witnessed 
many cases of wanton cruelty 
toward innocent people on the 
part of their professed followers. 
At times, too, the Karen leaders 
came to visit us in prison, and 
pretended, as we thought, to 
sympathize with us in our suf- 
ferings. They also expressed 
their sorrows at the sufferings 
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of the people in Burma, and for 
our current lack of peace and 
prosperity. They were con. 
vinced, they said, that God was 
on their side, because they were 
Christians. 

Naturally, all this roused in 
us intense resentment, and gq 
contempt for the brand of re. 
ligion which they professed; and 
for their assumption of being di- 
vinely aided and favored. These 
circumstances greatly prejudiced 
my spiritual progress, and I was 
convinced that I could never en- 
brace Christianity, even though 
it were the true Faith. I felt that 
God, whoever He might be, and 
if He did exist, could not pos- 
sibly sympathize with, and con 
done the behavior of these, His 
followers. 

My attitude toward Christian. 
ity was thus influenced by my 
personal contact with Christians 
whose conduct outraged my love 
for my country, and violated the 
moral code I had always cher- 
ished, so that I found myself re- 
lentlessly resisting any accept- 
ance of Christian faith and 
morals. 

I had reached the stage where 
I was convinced that I must 
either reject the Catholic Faith 
without reason, or else ac- 
quiesce, and accept it without 
further argument. And yet, the 
inner struggle continued. I read 
and re-read the books I had in 
my possession, with a strong de- 
sire to discover flaws in the rea- 
soning and a possible way to 
escape from its logical accept- 


ance. 
I Fled Him 


My state of soul at this time is 
well described by Francis 
Thompson in his “The Hound of 
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Heaven,” a poem that captiv- 
ated me by its depth of feeling 
and beauty, and by the great 
message it contained. 

I was in a head-long flight 
from the Savior of my soul. I 
did not then realize that all my 
preoccupations were mostly pre- 
sumptions; that I was not only 
presuming to examine the cre- 
dentials of the only Son of God, 
but, like the Jews of old, I was 
trying to put Christ in the dock 
and judge Him with my own 
little mind. 

Had I but the simple faith — 
“like a little child” — as Our 
Lord had said, I might have been 
spared all this mental torture, 
and all the great pain and sor- 
row I had to undergo in order to 
obtain the only thing that mat- 
ters: faith in the Lord. 

My friend, Major Dawson, had 
given me a Sacred Heart badge 
to console me for the loss of some 
of my dearest possessions; I had 
parted with about everything I 
owned in order to get food which 
was a bit more agreeable than 
that which the prison supplied. 
I was especially sorry to have 
lost in such a transaction, a ring 
given me by my sister. 

I took the badge which he 
gave me and kept it in my locket, 
and throughout my ordeals, it 
was never away from my body— 
with the exception of bathing. 
This was, I imagine, evidence of 
how much faith I had already 
gained, without realizing it fully. 

Although I don't recall the ex- 
act month when this occurred, it 
was a few months later, during 
the weeks of Christmas and New 
Year that I began to say a rosary 
to the Mother of God. I also read 
the litanies of the Sacred Heart, 
of the Loretto, and of St. Joseph. 
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Later, I began learning by 
heart some of the prayers con- 
tained in my friend's prayer 
book; these, I repeated in secret 
morning and night. I didn’t tell 
my other friends about it, but 
they must surely have realized 
what had happened to me, al- 
though they didn't mention it to 
me, or question me about it. 

I had observed that whenever 
one of us did indulge in words 
of evil against God, something 
serious or painful happened to 
us as punishment. Yet, when- 
ever we practiced charity and 
love for our enemies, charity and 
aid was granted to us in return. 

And so I began admitting to 
the Catholic doctrines without 
really seriously believing in 
them. I did, however, freely ad- 
mit to believing in the existence 
of God and His sublime act of 
creation; His magnanimous act 
of mercy in granting us salvation 
through the supreme sacrifice of 
His Son, Our Lord Jesus Christ. 
I was convinced that only God 
could provide us so positive an 
entrance to heaven, and that 
were we to try to achieve heav- 
en through our own efforts, we 
would surely fail. 
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Then I found that the doc- 
trines of the Real Presence of 
Our Lord in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, the forgiveness of sin, the 
veneration of the Mother of God, 
and the Saints — all seemed 
logical and consistent, once one 
believed in the Divinity of 
Christ. 

Strange as it may seem, my 
knowledge of Buddhism and my 
observance of its precepts were 
a great help to me in under- 
standing and accepting the 
Catholic Faith. But a final ob- 
jection and difficulty still held 
me back — that was, my reluc- 
tance to change what seemed a 
highly intellectual and elaborate 
religion for such a simple one, 
one propagated at first by 
fishermen and other simple folk. 

Careful study swiftly swept 
away all these difficulties and 
repugnances, however. 

The Gospels now became my 
favorite reading. I was espe- 
cially impressed by the tender 
love of Jesus for mankind: ‘“Jeru- 
salem, Jerusalem, how much I 
have longed to gather thee un- 
der my wings, like the hen its 
chickens, and thou wouldst not!” 
Or: “If these stones had life, they 
would cry out for joy that the 
Son of Man has come!” 

Such passages as these moved 
me almost to tears. And yet, 
still I resisted Him! 


No Sign from Heaven 

By now, we had spent nearly 
a year in prison, during which 
time I had read and studied 
much about the Catholic Faith. 

Christmas was upon us, and 
I asked Major Dawson to pray 
with me to Our Lady of Fatima 
for our liberation. 
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I attached a mental condition 
to this request: If our petition 
should be granted, it would be 
the proof I required for complete 
acceptance of the Catholic Faith. 
It was only later that I realized 
the enormity of my presumption 
in asking for such a sign froma 
God in Whom I did not yet be- 
lieve. 

Instead of the release we had 
prayed for, we soon underwent 
even greater misfortunes. For 
the Karens, as a result of mighty 
reverses, were forced to abandon 
Toungoo in March of 1950 and 
retreat into the hills. 

Our new place of imprison- 
ment was a small, primitive trib- 
al village a hundred miles east 
of Toungoo. Here, we were con- 
fined within a crude but secure 
bamboo palisade, where condi- 
tions were little better than those 
afforded to pigs. The Com 
mandant of our new prison, and 
his assistants, were of a brutal 
and uncommonly cruel nature. 

I felt no bitterness toward God 
because of these reverses, how- 
ever. For I had thought to 
tempt Him, bargain with Him — 
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and I had begun to realize how 
presumptious I was. 

In our new prison, we were 
kept all together, and so I had 
many occasions for religious dis- 
cussions with Major Dawson and 
my Buddhist friends. 

I was also able to read daily 
the “Imitation of Christ,’ from 
which I derived a great comfort 
and consolation in the midst of 
all our sufferings. I was captiv- 
ated by the sublimity of the 
ideas expressed, and by the 
beauty of the prayers, which led 
me to a true worship of God. 

There were also, some pamph- 
lets put out by the Seventh Day 
Adventists which I read, striv- 
ing to be fair to their claims of 
religious truth. But it seemed to 
me that they had merely isolated 
fom their context, some pas- 
sages of the Book of Daniel, 
which they misinterpreted to the 
point of Zionizing the Christian 
religion. 

Theirs was a reactionary form 
of Protestantism, founded on 
gratuitous and false assumptions 
that led them to reject doctrines 
and practices which even normal 
Protestants do not question; and 
to revert to traditions and prac- 
tices prevalent in Judaism of the 
pre-Christian era. 

For support of their errors, 
they had recourse to the Proph- 
ets, instead of the Gospels and 
the Apostolic Tradition. In their 
anti-Catholic bias, it seemed to 
me they had grown into a sect 
of hardened extremists, resemb- 
ling the Pharisees of Our Lord's 
own time. 

Ihad reached a stage now, in 
my spiritual odyssey, where I 
enjoyed some peace and security 
of soul. Hitherto, I had been 
cccupied with arguments, con- 


BER-DECEMBER 1956 


troversies, conflicting dogmas, 
and metaphysics, so that I failed 
to grasp the underlying truth of 
the adorable nature of God, and 
the truth of His revelation. I 
had been measuring, testing, ex- 
perimenting with God; busy with 
a critical study or the claims for 
God and His revealed doctrines 
in the light of logic and science, 
history and anthropology. 

And now, I suddenly found 
that a great change had been 
working slowly in me. By de- 
grees, and through the reading 
of the Psalms, and the “Imita- 
tion,’ I arrived at a state of mind 
where nothing else mattered ex- 
cept faith in God, in His exist- 
ence, and in the Divinity of His 
Son, Jesus Christ. 

At one time, as I read the his- 
tory of the Church in the period 
of so-called Reformation — deal- 
ing with Martin Luther, Henry 
the Eighth, and some of the 
Popes at that time — I had been 
greatly shocked by the internal 
dissensions and corruption that 
blighted Christianity. But in 
time, I came to understand that 
the misconduct of individual 
members of the Church, even 
though of highest ecclesiastical 
rank, did not falsify the Faith, in 
itself, as proclaimed by the 
Catholic Church. 

One could deplore this second 
“Tower of Babel” and the pain- 
ful detour of Christian civiliza- 
tion through the wilderness of 
sectarianism, which dated from 
the unhappy periods; but the tri- 
umph of the Church over Her 
own weaknesses and the treach- 
ery of false guides, only served 
to reinforce belief in Her, and 
the Faith She infallibly cham- 
pioned and fearlessly pro- 
claimed. 
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In a discussion with an Angli- 
can fellow prisoner at this time, 
I found myself declaring with 
great assurance that if I were a 
Christian, I would not be content 
with any form of Christianity 
except Catholicism, because it 
alone impressed me with the 
certainty and sureness of its 
teachings; inspiring me with 
confidence and security in my 
search for religious truth. The 
human soul yearns to be assured 
and comforted, not only about 
things of this life, but especially 
about the life to come. 

If any religion gives knowl- 
edge and assurance in a positive 
and irrevocable manner about 
these problems of man, it is the 
Catholic Faith, as it guides, in- 
fallibly, the soul through this 
present life. What more could 
one hope for? What more could 
a soul desire? I had now become 
truly convinced that to be a 
Christian, a follower of Christ, 
was to be a Catholic. 

Even though I was still un- 
baptized, I had become a Cath- 
olic in mind and heart. Almost 
unaware, I had discarded the 
spiritual exercises of Buddhism 
in favor of the Catholic Church. 

It was about six months after 
our transfer from Toungoo to the 
prison camp in the hills, that I 
experienced such a complete 
change of life. Even then I did 
not realize how profound the 
transformation had been. 


Last Days of Captivity 


Our sufferings and trials now 


reached their climax. One of 
our fellow prisoners, a civilian, 
made a desperate attempt to es- 
cape while being taken out to 
bathe; and on being recaptured, 
was cruelly tortured and finally 
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put to death by the villagers, 

In reprisal, the remaining p 
oners were condemned to deg 
by starvation. This sentence 
later modified, and we we 
served one reduced meal a 

Three days later, higher oul 
ority intervened and again wp 
were grudgingly given twp 
meals a day of rice that hed 
gone bad, with salt, chillies, ang 
jungle leaves. 

No one was allowed to bathe 
or take any exercise, so that we 
were reduced to a state when, 
even if allowed, we were ip 
capable of escaping to the plaing 

_and freedom. 

In my new-found faith, I way 
able to accept these trials ing 
spirit of atonement for my sing 
and in union with Our Blessed 
Lord. 

In this spirit, I was led, @ 
times, to sacrifice some of my 
food in favor of others who seem 
ed in greater need. 

But even my Buddhist com 
panions endured their trial 
bravely and without complaint, 
for they were sustained by thelr 
belief that the sufferings of the 
present existence were only the 
logical results of sins commilils 
in a previous existence. 

This theory of retribution - 
plains why the people of my 
country — as in this present & 
stance — accept the vicissitudé’ 
of life with fatalism and philom® 
phic calm, and make so littl® 
effort to overcome their 
fortunes of evil conditions of 

But now, the knowledge I 
gained of the sufferings of 
enabled me to find a n 
meaning and purpose in 
trials, and sustained me in 
bitterness of those last m 
of imprisonment. 


CATHOLIC 
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It was in the month of May, 
1951, when it seemed to me that 
our suffering had reached a 
climax, and we could not hope 
to endure for much longer, that 
I a novena in honor of 
Our Blessed Mother. 

I now longed for freedom, that 
I might at last be baptized, and 
devote my life henceforth to do- 
ing God's Holy Will. 

Unexpectedly, during’ the 
course of my Novena, two mes- 
sengers, disguised as bazaar- 
sellers, arrived in the village 
from the headquarters of our 
troops in Toungoo. 

We managed to make contact 
with them, and a plan was 
agreed upon for our escape. 

Toward the end of the month, 
they returned with some added 
helpers, and the attempt was 
made. But though we succeeded 
in escaping from the prison 
camp, it proved an unhappy 
venture. 

At the very outset, three of 
our own people were killed, and 
many more died at the Karen 
villages along the escape route. 

Among these was my faithful 
friend, Major Dawson, for whom 
I have never ceased to pray — 
because it is to him that I owe 
my conversion to the true faith. 

Careless though he was, and 
of a restless nature, he was ever 
staunch in his faith through all 
the bitterness of his trials and 
ns. May God rest his 


For four days and three long 
nights, I and my party, consist- 
ing mainly of sick and injured 
men, fled through the jungles, 
searching for a way down the 
hills to the plains, below. 

g this time, I was pray- 
img constantly to the Sacred 
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Heart, and to the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary for help and pro- 
tection for our small group. And 
yet, I experienced a complete 
sense of resignation to God's 
will. 

At length, when it seemed we 
were about to succeed, we were 
recaptured by the Karens. 

It was a sad end to all our 
hopes and efforts, and a bitter 
disappointment; but I was not 
dismayed or shaken in my faith, 
for I felt that God had some pur- 
pose in it all. 

Strangely enough, our Karen 
captors treated us very well, in- 
stead of putting us to death, as 
had happened to so many of our 
friends. We were brought back 
to the village hideout in the 
hills, but we were shifted into a 
hospital, where we were all fed 
and treated for our wounds and 
sicknesses. 

The local Karen leaders now 
visited us, and even apologized 
for the ill treatment we had pre- 
viously received. 

A month later, we were trans- 
ferred from this hospital to an-. 
other camp, where our condi- 
tions were greatly improved. 

I was convinced that I had 
been spared cruel punishment 
and violent death only through | 
the mercy of God. And I prayed 
now even more fervently than 
before. Three months later, in 
August, on the sixth day of a 
Novena to the Sacred Heart, 
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which I was making for the in- 
tention of our release, there 
came the answer to all my 


rayers! 
Pray Freedom 


It was late afternoon when, 
without previous warning, a 
Karen medicine man, who had 
been friendly to us, came out 
from the village with the start- 
ling news that our troops had 
arrived to liberate us! He guid- 
ed us to a place near the hospi- 
tal, where we had previously 
been interned, and bade us to 
wait there for the government 
troops. 

Before nightfall, the special 
column that had been sent out to 
rescue us came charging into 
the area, calling out to us. 

We were so overjoyed at our 
deliverance that we had not 
thought of retaliation against 
the villages; and we left at once 
with the troops on the long trek 


back to Toungoo, where we ar- 
rived after three days’ march 
through the jungle. 

Journey’s End 


Our arrival at government 
headquarters in Toungoo, co- 
incided with the last day of my 
Novena to the Sacred Heart. 
And I coyld not help but see the 
working of God's will in this, as 
in all that had befallen me dur- 
ing this most difficult period of 
my life. 

My long term of imprisonment 
had been a time of great trial 
and suffering of all kinds. It 
was a time devoid of all hope, 
filled with a pain that left me 
with harrowing memories of 
cruelty and bloodshed, and the 
bitter loss of loyal and unselfish 
friends, such as Major Dawson. 

Yet, it had also been a time 
of inestimable value for me; for 
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during this period I had gain 
a spiritual growth and the y 
merited blessings of the t 
faith. 

During the first days of « 
freedom, I found it difficult 
believe in the reality of our st 
den and easy release from suc 
a terrible imprisonment. Only 
few months previously, we k 
been overwhelmed with 
and terror over the suffe 
and loss of our friends in a futil 
attempt to escape. And we w 
sunken in hopeless resignation 
to our fate. 

Yet, in His own time and wo 
God brought about our deliver 
ance; and for me, it was not onl} 
deliverance from the sordid p 
on camp of the Karens, but 
slavery, also — the slavery @ 
my own ignorance and wed 
ness. 

During the few days of 
stay in Toungoo, I paid a visi 
of gratitude to the priest who, 
the early period of my imprisc 
ment, had brought us help, hog 
and the knowledge of God . . 
and gave us every assistance 
that the authorities would allow 

I related to him all that ha 
happened to me, and of my ¢ 
desire now to be baptized. 

He gave me valuable ad 
and introduced me to a spiritu 
director in Rangoon, und 
whose direction I took further if 
structions for over a month. 

Finally, on Mission Sunde 
October, 1951, I was baptized. 
Catholic in the Church of & 
Augustine in Rangoon. 

Thus, my long and ardue 
journey toward God, His Chur 
and His Truth, had come to 
end. 2 
May God be thanked for E 
great and loving mercy! 
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14291 Meyers Road 
TE 4-8500 


& NURSERY SALES 


12053 Greenfield 
VE 7-0055 


Everything for Home 
and Garden 

All shrubs — roses 
Peat-Patio Material 
Power & Hand Mowers 
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ROSEVILLE 
AUTO 
CENTER 


26021 Gratiot 





the fastidiously 
attired bridegroom, 
in formal wear that 

correct in every 
detail — from full 

cutaway, or 

tuxedo ———to_ the 
smallest accessory! 


COMPLETE 
ENTAL 


aber of the wedding 
tty in garments that 
we fresh and clean, 
neatly pressed and 
to each man’s 
individual requirements! 


133 W. McNichols 
Detroit 21, Michigan 
UN 2-4517 
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GREEN STAMPS 


Visit one of these 
beautiful Green 
Stamp Redemption 
Centers 


7601 Second Ave. 
737 S. Washington 
15041 Plymouth Rd. 
13300 E. 7 Mile Rd. 





KAISER DISPLAYS, INC. 
2001 Waterman 
Detroit, Michigan 


DETROIT FEatNLAS 
INSULATION. DEV. 
Air Conditioning— 
Industrial - Commercial 


14360 Livernois Detroit, Mich. 


TIGER CEMENT 
PRODUCTS CoO. 
Manufacturers of 
Hi-Test Cement Blocks 
Lincoln 1-4900 JOrdan 4-6492 
$22 East Harrison 
Royal Oak, Michigan 


GODIN TOOL & DEI. 
20580 Hoover 
Detroit, Michigan 
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A. SOULIERE 
Catering” ‘Revels for 
ALL Occasions 
8425 Fenkell, Detroit, Mich, 
UN 2-3579 


PARK METAL PRODUCTS 

19197 Sherwood 

Detroit 34, Michigan 

GEORGE DOYLE 
Standard Oil Company Ag 

Warren, Michigan 


ST. VINCENT de PAUL 
SOCIETY 


Salvages Everything 

To Help the Needy 
400 Macomb Street 
Detroit, Michigan 


Call WOodward 1-7839 
When you have disc. 
clothes, paper, furniture, 
bedding, etc. 4 





WILLOW RUN RUBBER MICHIGAN BOILER & 
% & LINING CO. ENGINEERING CO. 
Belleville, Michigan 4124 West Jefferson 

Detroit 9, Michigan 


DETROIT CITY ICE 
& FUEL CO. 
— City Products 


rp.) 
Detroit, Michigan 


” CRONIN COAL & SUPPLY 
FORD DEALER COMPANY 


“He saves you dollars East Side Yard 
for every mile you drive” 1325 East Atwater—WO 2-6855 
§ Mile & Mack West Side Yard 
10501 West Fort—VI 1-7050 
Detroit, Michigan 








es and Designers 
o 
Production Tools—Special JUDD COMPANY, INC. 
Erecting 4 
Millwright Service 
Trucking & Storage 
Oliver Laszlo, Vice Pres. 20185 Sherwood Avenue 
S. Te h Road Detroit 34, ey 
laylor Center, Michigan 





YOUR HOME DESERVES 
NAVACO 


COME IN AND SEE OUR 
DISCOUNT RATES 
YOU CAN AFFORD 


DOWNEY, 
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iG CO. 
McNichols 
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uN WOOD REALTY 
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S SHELL SERVICE 
7 Mile 


REL WOLOK & SONS 
45 Hillview 
6924 


D MORTGAGE 


9 Penobscot Bldg. 


ce 
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DORE J. SMITH STUDIO 


ER, INC. 
li . 


5.4477 


is 
10 


MAY BROS. MUSIC CO. 
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oodward 


SIMMER-PFEFFER & HUGHS, 
INC. 

1461 E. Jefferson 

WO 1-4507 


RACINE FOUNDRY MFG. CO. 


2301 Clay 
TR 2-3702 


PERFECTION PATTERN CO. 
2741 E. Jefferson 
LO 8-4433 


MOCERI BAR MFG. CO. 
5365 Rohns 
WA 1-0077 


JEFFERSON STEEL CO. 
1579 E. Fort at Orleans 
WO 2-5000 


HOBAN & CO 
1599 E. Warren 
TE 3-1500 


LEO HENNES INSURANCE 
1502 Cadillac Tower 
WO 2-4900 


GRISWOLD MORTGAGE CO. 
423 Ford Bidg. 
WO 3-7280 


GLENNS PHARMACY 
4161 Woodward 
TE 2-9335 


MR. A. J. GIRAUD 
7672 W. Outer Drive 
VE 5-3776 


MR. PAUL GARVEY 
18230 Mack 
TU 1-3363 


PFEIFFER MACOMB DIST. CO. 


27530 Gratiot 
Roseville, Michigan 
PR 6-6363 


SUNBEAM CLEANERS 
& DYERS 
24817 Van Dyke 


Centerline, 

SL 8-1515 

A & E ENGINEERING CO. 
Arbors & Chuck 
Pilots & 


23765 Deguindre Rd. 
Hazel Park, Michigan 


GARBARINO HOMES 
17106 W. McNichols 
VE 8-111! 


JOHN J. FANNON 
PRODUCTS CO. 
1469 

VA 1-9800 


Avenue 


DONALDSON-MEIER, 
ARCHITECT 

1265 Griswold 

WO 2-1446 


DO-ALL HARDWARE 
12436 Van Dyke 
WA 1-2950 


CLEANERS HANGER CO. 
18140 James Couzens 
UN 4-7020 


SAM & WALTER'S 
PROVISION CO. 
3407 Caniff 

TW 1-1200 


LA CAPPOLA’S PIZZERIA 
20515 Mack 
TU 1-1950 


DR. BEN MUSKE 
206 Schaefer Bldg. 


Dearborn, 
LU 1-7510 
E. P. DUFFY & SONS 


MICHIGAN SPLINE GAGE CO. 
1626 E. 9 Mile, Box P 
Hazel Park, Michigan 

U 4-7303 


STANDARD SERVICE 
Wilbert M. Horton 
1720:S Commerce Roce 
Walled Lake, Michigan 





From surveyor to the 
finished product, 
construction requires more than 
just a service or material. 
Complementing these must also 
be the assurance of 
quality and above all 


- ++ dependability. 


WAYNE 


Sand and Gravel Co. 


DETROIT, MICHIGAN 





ROIT & suburbs 


LE NORMAN STUDIOS 
* 211 W. Grand River Avenue 
Detroit, Michigan 
WO 3-4340 
; INGAME SERVICE 
| Plumbing and Heating 
= 41541 Linwood Avenue 
Detroit 6, Michigan 
TO 8-4363 
FANNY’'S 
2244 Woodward Avenue 
Oak, Michigan 
LI 7-2611 
D'S H & H SERVICE 
11040 Hayes 
=) Detroit 13, Michigan 
"> DR 1-9887 
" STEWARTS MOTOR SALES 
"7929 Livernois Avenue 
© Detroit 10, Michigan 
[2 WE 3-7290 
LVETONE CLEANERS 
14445 Grand River Avenue 
Detroit 27, Michigan 
VE 8-0581 


12222-4 Woodrow Wilson 
Detroit 8, Michigan 
TO 8-5767 

T. W. PLYWOODS 
12191 Conant Avenue 
Detroit 12, Michigan 
FO 6-0860 


tGANO'S CONSTRUCTION 
_ €0. 14211 Tacoma 


$ AUTO WASH 
20843 Van Dyke, Baseline 
GRILL 
75215 Van Dyke, Centerline 
ONALDI MUSIC & BOOK 
SHOPPE 
$033 Gratiot Avenue 
FMAN CLINIC 
57615 “. Vernor Hwy. 


iB JEWELERS 
7449 Harper Avenue 
| WA 5-2080 
SCHELL BRIDAL SALON 


; COE ILLUSTRATION 
STUDIO 
1000 Wayburn Avenue 
| Grosse Pointe 30, Michigan 
VA 1-6380 
IDGE EXCAVATING CO. 
21270 W. 8 Mile Road 


15903 Woodward Avenue 
: d Park, Michigan 

O 7-9792 

SON SHELL SERVICE 
8438 Telegraph Road 
Dearborn, Michivan 

D 5-8910 


KOBLIN’S COMMERCIAL 
LIQUIDATORS 
973 Gratiot Avenue 
Detroit 7, Michigan 
WO 1-2373 


DETROIT UNDERCOATING CO. 


11900 Gratiot Avenue 
LA 1-4294 

and 
16301 Mack Avenue 
TU 5-9514 


hazel park 


JOHN R. DEPARTMENT STORE 
22920 John R 
LI 3-4646 

DUTCH’S RESTAURANT 
23912 John R 
LI 1-0022 

HAZEL PARK CAB CO. 
23722 Joha R 
LI 4-3000 

HAZEL PARK SPORT SHOP 
21910 John R 

PAULINE'S BEAUTY SHOP 
22016 John R 
LI 2-3825 


* ROSINA'S PIZZERIA 


22746 John R 
LI 1-9288 


st clair shores 


A. B. C. WINDOW 
CLEANING CO. 
21245 Bon Heur 
PR 7-5351 
ADAM'S FRIENDLY SERVICE 
26341 Harper Avenue 
PR 5-9707 
AJAD SPECIALTY COMPANY 
24100 Harper Avenue 
PR 6-8700 
ANDREA’'S 
Restaurant ¢nd Pizzeria 
21907 Harper Avenue 
PR 5-9547 
BLUE GABLES GRILL 
9 Mile Road and Harper 
PR 5-9176 
J& BTV. 
22332 Harper Avenue 
PR 8-7150 
VAN'S BEER O’MAT 
28440 Little Mack 
PR 6-2556 
MEG'S RX PHARMACY 
22422 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-1188 
COOK’S PAINT STORE 
Colors Made on the Carousel 
22400 Harper Avenue 
PR 5-8011 
DRAFTLINE ENGINEERING 
All Engineering Performed or 
ised by Owners 
22411 Mack Avenue 
PR 8-1580 
UNITED ENGINEERING 
25197 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-S711 


HARPER VALLEY GARDENS 
25901 Harper Avenue 
PR 8-0627 

ST. GERTRUDE GREENHOUSE 
28831 Harper Avenue 
PR 6-4966 

MANOR PHARMACY 
22600 Mack Avenue 
PR 8-1330 


COSMOPOLITAN DRAPE 
CLEANERS 
27118 Harper Avenue 
PR 38-8708 
CONNIE'S CHILDREN’S SHOP 
23208 Mack Avenue 
PR 7-8020 
BAZZY'S TV SALES AND 
SERVICE 
22631 Harper Avenue 
PR 9-1310 
KLER’S CUSTOM WOOD- 
WORKING SHOP 
Quality Workmanship 
28220 Harper Avenue 
PR 6-0533 


EAST DETROIT, MICHIGAN 
D. & C. SUPERETTE 
Choice Delicacy 

21129 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-3941 

KISSNER PHARMACY 
21301 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-1160 

VESCO REALTY 
21754 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 5-1616 


ROSEVILLE, MICHIGAN 
BANNIER’S TV & 
RADIO SERVICE 
27102 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 5-9408 
ROSEVILLE AUTO CENTER 
26025 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 5-9236 
EASTGATE CUSTOM 
COLLISION SERVICE 
26021 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-4332 
DR. SIDNEY HARRIS, Optometrist 
28085 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 6-0949 
GREATER GRATIOT 
AUTO ELECTRIC 
26405 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-9118 
GORDON & OPAL McKINLEY 
28005 Gratiot Avenue 
CAMERON'S NURSERY SALES 
26570 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 6-6271 
BABCOCK FURNITURE CO. 
22622 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-9510 


PHIL'S HARDWARE 
29456 Gratiot Avenue 
PR 7-1209 

SCOTT'S DRIVE IN 
Just South of Eastgate 





FETTORE CoO. 
6500 E. 11 Mile 
Centerline, Michi 


BEAUCHAMPS 
MeNichols #* 


870 W. 


H. STEEPLEJA 
Bridge, Tank & 
Steeplejack Contracto 
Modern Equipment for 
erection, maintenance & 
fabrication of all 
Industrial Structures 

1302 Irving 
Royal Oak, Michigan 
JO 4-5863 


JANISSE MORTGAGE 
COMPANY 


16777 James Couzens Hwy. 


Detroit 35, Michigan 
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NY 
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ADVANCE STAMPING Co. 
7075 Lyndon 
Detroit 38, Michigan 


NORMAN O’NEILL, BUILDER 
17301 Freeland 
UN 3-7673 


RIVER ROUGE 
SAVINGS BANK 
Complete Bank Service\ 
Low Rates— 
Immediate Service 

Main Office 

10474 W. Jefferson—VI 3- 

Drive In Branch 

17895 Schaefer Hwy.— 

VI 3-8850 

River Rouge, Michigan 





FISHERS MARKET 
1248 So. Woodward | 
Birmingham, Michigan 


4 RUDOLPH PALUMBIT, 
2 Builder 
166 Hillcrest 


Grosse Pointe Farms 
Michigan 


DEARBORN TOOL 
& DIE CO. 
10200 Ford 


rborn, Michigan 


COMB & GROVES INC. 
Authorized “Iron Firemen” 
res Dealers 


12325 Hamilton Avenue 


CARTER DOG FOOD 
“The Sign of the 
Purple Poodle” 

South Lyon, Michigan 


* 


\ 


GEORGE DOYLE, AGENT 4 
Standard Oil Company 
. \ Warren, Michigan 
\ : 


MID-CITY REALTY 
7859 Gratiot Avenue 
Detroit, Michigan 


OENIG COAL & 
SUPPLY CO. 
since 1870 
Quality Coal 
Domestic 
Stoker-Commercial 
Order Department—all yards 


1486 Gratiot WO 1-15384 





Dear Mother and Dad: 


It's going to be Christmastime soon and I have to 
get this letter off so that it reaches you before the 
great day arrives. I know what I want to say but for 
some unknown reason I can't easily find the words to 
say it. I guess though, it can all be summerized in 
the word "thanks." 


Yes, thanks for the encouragement you've both 
given me in my desire to become a priest. Thanks for 
your support and interest when I wanted to become a 
Missionary of Ss. Peter and Paul in a distant land 
thousands of miles from your love and home. Thanks 
for your assistance in helping me help the helpless 
in my mission flock. Thanks for your great part in 
spreading the word of God on earth. 


There's no doubt about it: God has a special love 
for parents such as you. I will remember you in ay 
Mass and prayers on Christmas Day and that will be His 
and my greatest gift to you on the anniversary of His 
birth. Peace ve with you on that great day and always. 


Your ever loving son, 


Christopher 
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